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As Blunt with his handful of men, In¬
stead of running away as others had done,
kept persistently hovering about the field,
Quantrell seems to have concluded that
the General certainly must have a large
command near in his rear; and for fear of
being overtaken by a superior force, the
rebel chief hurriedly collected what ani¬
mals and plunder he could take with him,
and struck out down the military road for
Texas, which would take him near Fort
Gibson, which is 100 miles south of Ras¬
ter Springs; seeing which Blunt deter¬
mined to send a messenger to Col. Phillips,
the commanding officer at that post, in¬
forming him of his (Blunt's) misfortune,
and ordering him to try to head off the
rebels. This messenger would have to go
down the road right behind Quantrell part
of the way, and then get past and ahead
of him, so as to beat the rebels to Gib¬
son.

quantrell's bravado.
With singular backwardness none of

Bill Tuft's brave "Buckskin Scouts'*
seemed to want this job. Tom Atkins,
an independent scout.not one of the
beaded and be-fringed gentlemen that
ornamented Blunt's headquarters, but a

"for-sure" scout.volunteered to take the
message, and without any preparation
struck out behind the rebels before they
were out of sight, and dodging through
them in the following night, succeeded
in getting through to Fort Gibson and
delivering the message in time; but
through some one's mismanagement Quan¬
trell was allowed to slip by Gibson and
go on to Sherman. Tex., uninterrupted;
where it was said he-dressed himself in
Blunt's uniform, that he had captured,
and proclaimed that he had killed the
General with his own hand.
This is probably a mistake, for Quan¬

trell, being a slim-built man. could not
well have worn Blunt's clothes, as the
General was rather corpulent. It is pos¬
sible, however, that Quantrell may have
mistaken Maj. Curtis, whom he killed, for
Blunt, and that he wore the Major's uni¬
form, as that wonld have been near a fit
for him; but he certainly ought to have
been able to distinguish between the uni¬
form of a Major and that of a Major-
General. .

Some months afterward I met at Fort
Gibson a Lieutenant (Miller, I think, was

his name), who told me that not long
after the Baxter Springs massacre, and
while Blunt was in command at Fort
Smith, he (the Lieutenant) was captured
by two of Quantrell's men, while he was

out with a foraging party near Fort
Smith; and when brought into Quantrell's
presence, the guerrilla chief, among other
questions, asked him:
"How do the Federals like it. since I

killed Gen. Blunt at Baxter Springs?"
To which the Lieutenant replied:
"Kill Blunt? You must be mistaken.

You didn't kill Blunt. He is In command
at Fort Smith now. I saw him, and
talked to him day before yesterday, and
he was a remarkably lively corpse at that
time, any way."
At this he said Quantrell became very

wrothy, calling him a " Yankee liar."
and swearing that he had shot and killed
Gen. Blunt, at Baxter Springs, with his
own hand. Quantrell then told the two
men who had captured the Lienter. 'nt to
"take him off into the brush and fix him,"
which order they proceeded to execute
with cheerful alaerity.

THE LIEUTENANT GETS AWAY.
When they got out in the bushes they

began stripping him of his uniform coaf,
pants and other best clothing, before kill¬
ing him, to prevent their being shot full
of holes or soiled with blood, and in the
division of the spoils they found some

money in greenbacks in his pocket. While
they were quarreling over the money the
Lientenant made a dive into the brush,
in his shirt and drawers, and succeeded
In getting away, and subsequently re¬

joined his command at Fort Smith.
Tom Atkins told me afterward that

when he reached Hock Creek, seven miles
below Baxter, on his way to Fort Gibson
with Blunt's message, he found the bodies
of a number of men whom Quantrell had
just caused to be shot.prisoners whom
the rebels had taken with them that far
on their retreat.and near where they
were lying he found a piece of paper pin¬
ned to a tree, on which was written the
following:

"Blunt, see the result of your damnable
policy. See the vengeance Quantrell
takes for the death of one of his men."
No name was signed to this paper.
I think Tom said there were 11 of the

bodies. I have seen it stated in some pub¬
lished accounts of this slaughter that
Quantrell got a number of his men killer!
at Baxter, but those who gathered and
buried the dead said that there was but
one dead rebel found, while of Blunt's
party there were 123 buried in a huge
grave in the edge of the timber, near
where Lieut. Pond's camp was then lo¬
cated. I lived several years at and near
Baxter Springs, after the war, and often
saw this big grave. About the year 18*50
(I think), these bodies were moved to the
National Cemetery, one and a half miles
west of the town.

Besides the 123 men whose bodies were
found and buried, there must have been
several who wandered off wounded to die
alone on the prairie: for a few years later,
when living on my farm, a few'miles west
of Baxter, while riding over the prairie
one day I found the scattered bones of
what had probably been one of Quantrell's
victims, and I heard of other similar finds
by the early settlers on the prairie north
and west of Baxter Springs, shortly after
the war. The bones I found were much
scattered, as though done by the wolves,
and the prairie had likely been burnt over
many times since that fatal day; the fire*
had destroyed all sign of clothing and ev¬

erything perishable, but a few of Uncle
Sam's brass buttons and a belt buckle
lying there proved that the bones were
those of a soldier.

hhs. tiiomak's experience
in her escape from the field of slaughter
was, for a lady who had never en¬
countered any such danger or hardship,
pretty severe. She was quite a younji
woman.the Captain's second wife.an<J
this was probably her first sij;ht of rebels
Compelled by tlie suddenness of the at¬

tack to leave h^r comfortable carriage a I
a moment's notice, without any prepara
tion for such a trip, on the advice of hei
rescuer. Mr. Bridges, she prompt h
mounted the horse of a dead soldier whiel
Bridges had caught and brought to her
and, guided by him. hurried away fron
the scene of disaster. Fortunately thei
were not noticed by the rebels as thei
left the field, and alone they made tin
best time their horses were capable of ii
the direction of Fort Scott, 00 miles t<
the north. Getting lost on the big prairi<
in the following night, they had to ha!
and make the best camp possible til
morning, In order to find the propei
course. Having no means of making t
fire, nothing to eat, no bedding, and th<
night being cold and windy, some of tin
discomforts of their situation mar b<
faintly imagined. Unsaddling and picket
ing out their horses, they wrapped them
selves in the two saddle-blankets.whiel
wa« poor enough protection from the chill
ing winds of that bleak prairie.laid theii
boois on their saddles and shivern

S??* . endless night.
.-J » day th*y "occeeded in reach
In* Fort Scott, the lady very much ex

nu listed from the nervous strain, bard
ridiug and eiposture that she was totally
unused to. She immediately dispatched
a message to Capt. Thomas, at Fort Gib¬
son, to notify him of her safety. Tom
Atkins had already told him of her start
from the field of massacre. As may be
imagined, the old gentleman was in a
fever of anxiety.until he heard of her,safe arrival at Fort Seott. Taking the
next opportunity going north, the Cap¬tain went to Fort Scott to meet her; but
she had experienced enough of war, and
returned to the comfort and safety of her
home in Topeka, instead of going on to
Fort Gibson with Capt. Thomas.
As characteristic of my eccentric old

boss, I will relate as I afterward heard
Col. "Shorty" tell it, how the Captain im¬
parted to him the news of the direful
tragedy at Baxter Springs, before he had
heard of her safe arrival at Fort Scott.

CAPT. TIIOMAS'S GRIEF.

Coming hurriedly into "Shorty's" quar¬
ters at Fort Gibson, soon after Tom
Atkins had brought the sad news, taking
his quid of tobacco out of his mouth auu
rolling it between his thumb and fiugers
(his usual way when worried), he began:

"Mornin*, 'Shorty.' And without wait¬
ing for a reply, " 'Spose you've heerd of
this Blunt affair at Baxter. Sad affair
.said affair! My wife was in that. Left
the field while the killin' was goin' on,
mounted on a dead soldier's horse, a-strad-
dle of an old McClellan saddle, to ride
GO miles, to Fort Scott, guided by Bridges,
of the Fort Scott 'Monitor.' God knows
what's become of 'em."
Although blunt of speech and by no

means choice of language, the old Cap¬
tain was a kind and generous-hearted
man. end a real friend to his friends.
On his arrival at Fort Scott, as soon

as he had heard from his wife the story
of her thrilling escape, the Captain
hunted up Bridges to thank him for his.
manly services. On finding the newspa-'
per man. who modestly declined being
made a hero of for so simple an act of
duty, the old man grasped him warmly
by the hand and exclaimed as his eyesfilled with tears of gratitude:

"Bridges, you're a man! You're a gen¬
tleman! My wife says so, an' I believe
every word of it. Yes, sir, you're a per¬
fect gentleman, every inch of you.my
wife says so." Then, by way of ex¬
planation to a friend who was standing
by he continued. "Instead of skedaddlin'
an* savin' himself, as everybody else was
doin', he thought of the only woman in
the outfit.a stranger to him.got. a horse
an' brought her away from that field of
hell. They had to camp out without food
or fire that night.Bridges, you're a per¬
fect gentleman.my wife says so. An',
Bridges, if it ever happens that old
Chester Thomas can do you a favor an'
you don't let me know it, I'll be mad at
you."
And the old man fairly hugged Bridges

in his overflowing gratitude.
STARTING BACK FOR FORT GIBSON.

In detailing these incidents of the
"Blunt affair." I have drifted away from
my own story, and will now return to
Fort Scott, where I had arrived from
Leavenworth with my little family in a
six-mule wagon ready to fall in with the
next train going to Fort Gibson.

I found that Blunt and the few sur-
vivors of the massacre had returned to
Fort Scott, where the General was mak¬
ing up a large train and command to go
to Fort Smith, where he was to assume
command of the Department of the
Frontier: and as Fort Gibson was but
little out of the way, a supply train was
also going with him for that post.
At Fort Scott I reported to Capt. John

G. Haskell, Blunt's Chief Quartermaster,
for rations, forage and other supplies for
the trip; after receiving which I wm or¬
dered to roll out for Dry Wood Creek,
12 miles south, where the trains and sol-
diers were to rendezvous before starting.
This time we were to go down the old
"line road," near the west boundary of
Missouri and Arkansas, as the foraging
is better on that route than along the
"military road." via Baxter Springs, far¬
ther weft through the Indian Nation.
On reaching Dry Wood I reported to

variety of negroes, while my
was of verj light color and
faced, and also possessed.what is very,
rare in one haying even a little^Africanblood in his vetaa-rwi, ahons^. Wafer
hair; on account of which Pecul»ritje«my black boys spoke of Wm
ously as "that bogus nigger,
we all soon got to calling him
and I don't think I ever knew his othei

Am a prospectively useful
ment I occasionally gave my l«woM
in shooting at a mark with a Colt a navy,
when in camp, and at first was perfsafe to set up my hat (of the br®^:rJ."med cow-bo.v style) for her to "hoot at,
but after a little practice I f°.*d she im
proved so rapidly that my $a* b*«anh£look like a sifter, and I had to find her
some other kind of a target.

. »As there were plenty 'an*JJorchards along this route, I f°raf~,.Lly for apples, chickens, turkeys, etc.,j**ep£g a g<S>d supply in »»' w"g0.n.* «rtimes. Walnuts, hickory nuts antf per
simmons were prime and Ple"ty.timber; these tl.e boys procured in abun¬
dance; and by the aid of my. shofc|ff»>
was able to add such auxdiaries as wild
pigeons, wild ducks, praine chickei^JWttnnirrels We lived fine. I don t tftlM
Gen. Biunt's table could have been much
better supplied than mine.
BUNKING TUE GANTLET OF busiiwackers*
While foraging away from the r°a(l;of course, I had to run the risk of beinfc

picked off by bushwhackers, who were,
always skulking along th* border, but
fortunately I escaped an*
mate acquaintance with these, gentry,
though some of our foragers didn t^get off
so lucky, I was chased and shot at Dt
a party of them on one occasion, which
I will relate further on.

.For fear that I might fail to ^ethadt
some day while out foraging I pad ac
quired the habit, when leaving m*
on any such trip, to always toss my
pocket-book (which was usually well pad
ded with greenbacks) to .y w/f* Jbeh°veleaving, so that she would at least navemoney'enough to last her for awhite, and
as I often jokingly remarked, to give
her second husband a start.

. ..She often cautioned me against ta||Jn*what seemed to be needless risks, but 1
would try to reassure her and allay her
ffears with

T, ."Don't you worry about me. I ve been
in many a tight place, and, don t you
know, I always wiggle through, some-

h°^Yes," she would reply, "but yot^k"°Yithe pitcher that goes too often to the well
gCButFIkhad* escaped by good for)u"®often that I think she had more faith in
my good luck than my good sense.
At Maysville, a little town in the north¬

west comer of Arkansas, on the line 01
the Nation, we were
Capt. Thomas, who, acc®mPan^,1?ir£Lieut William Oalleher, Col. Phillip s
Adjutant (of the Indian Brigade) and a
«rout had come a horseback from *orl
Gibson to meet us.

.
Following on down

the line to Cincinnati, Ark., we seP.a*at?^from Biunt's command that pointy he
with the larger part of the outfit going
on to Fort Smith; while we, with a por
tion of the supply train and * .n*"!*^turned west down Barren Work by way
of Park Hill to Fort Gibson. Fort Gib¬
son is about 50 miles from the Arkansas

liDAs we neared Park Hill, Capt. Thomas,
Lieut Gallelier and I rode on J1®*0.miles ahead of the tram in orderJo se¬
cure some hay for the outfit, j ¦

leher knew the location of at Park Hill.
A. we came ont of the timber on top of
the hill near the Female 8e.'nary buiM;ing. which overlook, the Tillage of
Will where we expected to camp the
train, we noticed a. Vol of .addledihgj.tied to the fence in front of Andrew
Nave's house in the town, about a half
mile from us; and as it was very de¬
sirable to know whether those ,b.f"longed to friends or foes, we halted,
Galleher dismounted, took out his
irlass and, taking a rest across his sad-
dle took a look at the men who owned
the horses, who were now
they appeared to have seen us, and were
preparing to give us a cal .

CHASED BY GITEBILI.A8.
Galleher nuiekly made th®m Jurebels, as they were nearly all dressed

in butternut clothes (a sure then),
and there being about a ^ozen of them
and only three of ns we had no lieaiia?." '

deciding that "discretion wa» th»
better part of valor," and prepared to
take the back track into the timber, and
fall back to the train, which we thought
was coming on a little way behind us

Before doing so I borrowed the glass
to take a look at the rebs, and noticed
that part of them had started to follow
the road around a big field of corn that
lay between us and Nave s house,
the others were coming right across the
field toward us, led by a man riding
W*We *were so sure that our train and

. *'they \lade the best time ti

I 1J«-ff Hatsford. who was "Chief Mucky-
. I murk" (Brigade Waj?ou Muster) of the
-! whole outtit, and ho assigned me to a
: position with Blunt's headquarters train
- on the march, which would be in the lead
r' and would consequently give me more
* comfortable traveliug; but in camping 1
i always selected my own ground and lo-
, cated where I would be off to one sale
i and out of the turmoil of the crowded
r camp.

r a "bogus nigger."
9 I had provided myself with a good
1 tent, and brought along our cooking-stove
5 and some other extra conveniences not
? usually found in a ramp outfit, determined
t to lessen the hardships of camp life as
1 much as possible for my wife and little
¦* one; and having the negro boys along to
i do the rough work and wait on us, the
ft trip was by uo means an unpleasant one,
* though we had some bad weather.cold
e rains and snows.before we got through.
- We all had robust health and hearty ap-
- petites, and enjoyed our grub amazingly.
i Although my wife was a good cook her-
- self, and I much preferred her cooking to
r any other, to save her the labor 1 hired
1 a mulatto man at Scott, to cook for as,
who boasted that he had formerly been

- cook for Gen. Curtis. My teamster and
* tvA Muk«i^Ms vmm at the aannine black

E1B HORSES WERE CAPABLE OF."

escort must be close in our rear, that we
were in no hurry to retreat, but on the
near approach of the rebels we mounted
and started back aloug the road we had
come, which soon look Us into the tim¬
ber.
Our gait was leisurely at first, but was

soon somewhat accelerated on hearing the
clatter of hoofs of our pursuers' horses
and a few shots tired at us, though at
long range. 1 suppose the rebs thoughtthey might be able to cripple some of ourriding animals and thus overhaul us. 1being mounted on a rather slow mule (oldKate), and the other two having goodhorses, I was soon dropping behind, withthe Captain and (ialleher calling back to
me:
"Hurry up, there, reck! They'll get

you, sure!"
To make them think that I wasn't

bit scared, though t was, I answered
back indifferently:
"Go ahead, you fellows. Never mind

me. I'll be coming along in the cool of
the day." But I was thinking to my-1self, "As it seems I can't outrun the rebs,I guess 1'U have to take to the brush,1and try to dodge them that way." For
I knew they would be loth to crowd onto
an enemy in cover.
Wt wart all exclaiming occasionally:

to Bethe Judge!

ana now In verification or our claim, the
European doctor* are prescribing Sul¬
phur for Typhoid Fevers, and the for¬
eign medical journals are advocating itn
universal use.
Vltte-Ore contains a large proportion

of sulphur In a highly concentrated form.
Ol'LPHVB IN A NATURAL CONDITION
and of a quality which seems Impossible
to duplicate In any manufactured or ai
ficlftl product. It Is easily assimilated by

SHOWING COON SKINS
?n old Arkansas hunter, who was in the habit of taking his dogs and

gun oat for a solitary coon hunt almost every evening, weather permit¬
ting, also took himself to the croes-roads store each following morning,
and to the neighbors aswmblcd there related miraculons stories of the
still mors miraculous numbers of coons he had annihilated the night
before. These honest friends, with true Southern good nature, passively
submitted to thess wild tales from day to day, aatil the number grew to
such magnitude ss to surpass all belief, and then, rising in their righteous
indignation, as one body, gave vent to their feelings in the following:

"LOOK MERE, NEIGHBOR,
This tslking of killing coons is all well and good. There are coons
in the woods, and powder and shot can kill them, but If you want us
to believe that you are such a mighty hunter, you have just got to
show us those coon skins."

And that is just what Vitsr-Ore does every tfme. We want to show
coon skins; ask only an opportunity to produce them before you. We
don't aak you to believe, don't ask yon to swallow our claims as troe;
just want you TO IHVEATIUATE BY NRNDINII FOB A
PACKA4IK OX TRIAL. The coon skin we will show you will be
THE IXPiOTBHEXT. THE BKNEFIT, THE CUBE In
your own case.a coon skin that you will quickly recognise as proving
our case and claims. Ifyou do not. it won't cost you a penny, we take
all of the risk. You are to be the judge.

For every claim of a cure made, we produce the "coon skins," the
actual, living, breathtng, walking, talking witness in the person of the
cured one.

Medicines have come and gone, have sprung up in the night like
mushrooms, have made broad claims snd told of remarkable hunts and
the capture of remarkable numbers of "coons," but when the time came
they conld not show the "coon skins," and jiassed out Into the night, to
be heard of no more.

Not so with VltavOre! It has stood the test of over a generation of time
and peoples, and has fkilly proven and substantiated Its right to the title
of the "Best thing

If you are sick ani ailing, if you need the help which it oflTera, no
thing in, on. or out of the earth for the afflicted."

matter what the trouble.no matter how loitg you have been lll.no
matter what you have been told, you should send for it and give It a
chance to show "coon skins," to prove that it is the right thing for your
trouble, as it has proven to be right for the trouhhsof so many thou¬
sands of others. You have uo excuse. One mouth's treatment will
convince you. It will not cost you a penny unless you are sure you are
benefited. You are to be the judge. IT WILL SOT VAIL YOU.
BEAD OI K SPECIAL OFFER.

SENT ON THIRTY DAYS'TRIAL
READ THIS SPECIAL OFFER:
Wpwil I CPNin to every worthy sick and ailing

' ' ¦-* ~V v L/ person who writs* us. mentioning
The National Tribune, a ftill-slzed fl.<0 package of VITJ5-ORK
by mail, postpaid, sufficient for one month's treatment, to be paid for
within one month's time after receipt, If the receiver can truthfully say
that Its use has done him or her more good than all the drugs and doses
of quacks or good doctors or patent medicines he or she has ever used.
Read this over again carefully, and understand that we ask our pay onlywhen It has done you good, and not before. We tako all the risk,
yon kave Bolhlac to loae. If it does not benefit you, you pay us
nothing. We give you thirty days' time to try the medicine, thirty days
to sse results before you need pay us one cent, and you need not pay us
the one cent unless you do see the results. Yon are tm be Ike Jn4ge!We know that when this month's treatment of VIT^-ORE has either
cured you or put you on the road to a cure, you will be more than will¬
ing to pay. We know Viue-Ore and are willing to take the risk.

FROM THE EARTH'S VEINS TO
YOUR VEINS.

WHjlf Vif(P_OrP lc . Vitas-Ore Is a natural, hard,slglL v ¦ t**' v/I C 19 . adamantine, rock-like sub¬
stance.mineral.Ore.mined from the ground like gold and silver in
the neighborhood of a or.ee powerful, but now extinct mineral spring.It requires twenty years for oxidization by evpoaureto the air, when it
slacks down like lime, and is then of medicinal value. It contains free
iron, free sulphur, and free maguesium, three properties which are
most essential for the retention of health In the human sj-stem, and
one package.one ounce.of the OR£, when, mixed with a quart of
water, will equal in medicinal strength and curative value 800 gallonsof the most powerful mineral water drank fresh from the springs. It
is a geological discovery, in which there is nothing added or taken from,
ft Is the marvel of the century for coring such disease as

Rheumatism,
Brfght's Disssss,
Blood Poisoning,
Heart Trouble,
Dropsy,
Catarrh and
Throat Affections,
Liver, Kidney and

Bladder Ailments,
Stomach and
Female Disorders,
La Grippe,
Malarial Fever,
Nervous Prostration

and
General Debility,

BESTDOGTOItSFAIIt
Nad Kldaay TrsaMs far SO

Years, Drapsy 20 Tsars,
and Rkasmattsai

12 Years.

Vitas-Ore Triumphs Aston¬
ishingly After All Thess

Long Years of
Sickness.

In 1847 1 was taken with Kidney Trouble and
could not do any farm work. T continued in ttata
condition for so long, although I tried many
remedies, that It developed Into Dropsy, and I
have been more or lea* In a dropsical Mate for
the past twenty yean, at times most alarmingly

so. To add to my
already heavy
burden. 1 wss at¬
tacked with Pbeu-
maiiein acme 11
or 12 year* ago.
and this has been
with me at.noat
continuous^ since
that time. I had
I he best doctors tu
the country, hav¬
ing couttnually
searched and ex¬

pended mutM-y to
bring about a < ure
if such a thing
w. re possibi*. but
all to no avai<. I
also tried my
share of all the
advertised treat¬
ments. ss I sup¬

pose every sick person does snd must, with the
same results. \Vh<nI first learned of VltieOre
I had tried so long and so fruitlessly that I
laughed at the claims set forth, but as I investi¬
gated further and found that it waa not a man-
made compound, but a natural mineiai ore.
mined from a deposit, I grew interested In It
and decided to at least give It a trial. 1 com¬
menced taking VIup-Ore three months ago and
still take it, and am now as well and free from
all these troubles as 1 ever expected to be and
more. Vlt«-<Jre is certainly a powerful r» m»-dy,
and I only wish that I had learned of it when It
was first placed upon the market. It almost
makes me heart-sick to think of all the great
suffering, pain and illness I could have saved,
and the ability I conld have had to do all I
wanted to do. No ailing pen-on should pat* by
the opportunity to try it when It is offered to
them. D. L. Strain',

Shannon City, Iowa.

and affiliated with the blood, bringing
about a speedy and efficient action which
the artificial, unpalatable compounds of

sulphur, of which a table-
spoonful is necessary as a
ose,cannot encompass. The

sulphur in Vine-Ore acts di¬
rectly npon the iiver and
excretory organs and puri¬
fies and enriches the blood
by drivingout the waste and
refuse matter, aiding much
In bringing about the sum
total of curative power pos¬
sessed by this remedy.

as thousands testify, snd as no ons, answering this, writing for a pack¬
age will deny after using. VIT.E«OKB has cured more chronic, obsti¬
nate, pronounced Incurable cases than any other known medicine,and will reach snch cases with a more rapid and powerful curative
action than any medicine, combination of medicines, or doctors' pre¬scriptions which it is possible to procure.Vitae-Ore will do the same for you as It has for hundreds of readers
of Thb National Tribune, if you will give it a trial. Send for a f 1
package at our risk. You have nothing to lose but the stamp to answer
this announcement. We want no one's money whom Vltte-Ore can not
benefit. You are to be the judge! Can anythine be more fair? What
sensible person, no matter how prejudiced he or she may be, who de¬
sires a cure and is willing to pay for It, would hesitate to try ViUe-Ore
on this liberal offer? One package Is usually sufficient to cure ordinary
cases; but two or three for chronic, obstinate cases. We mean just what
we say in this announcement, and will do just as we agree. Write to-dayfor a package at our risk and expense, giving age and ailments, and
mention The National Tribune, so we may know that you are
eutitied to this liberal offer.

YOU ARE TO BE THE JUDGE.

A MESSAGE FOR
EVERY WOMAN

Road What Mrs. Walkar Tolls
af Nor Tarrlbla Sufferings.

Cured Sound and Hsle In
Three Weeks' Time.

When I sent for a trial package of Vltie-Ore I
was suffering almost death. One doctor told me
it was old age approaching, although I am onlythirty-nine years old; snother ...aid It was caused
by a fall which I experienced some time ago, aad

still another pro¬
nounced It female
weakness. I suf¬
fered terribly for
months w it h painsin my boweia and
limbs, and men¬
struation waa very
I refuse and Irreg¬
ular. At onr pe¬riod I could not
sleep for three
nights In succes¬
sion, aad bad to
alt up in bed on
account of the ter¬
rible pain: I do
not see now how I
endured the mis¬
ery. I began to
take VlUe-Ore one
morning, and at

night, after taking but three doses, I rested much
more than nsual and slept some When I had
taken it for three days my pain and misery ware
all gone. Now, after only three weeks' use of
the medicine, I feel ss well as I ever did in mylife. I have had no trouble whatever this month.
1 can pick cotton and ride about on the roads,
feeling better every day. I wish I could tell
every suffering woman what Vitae-Ore has done
for me. I thank the Lord every day that 1 can
live and feel well, so that I can tell others what
they can do to cure tbeir sufferings.

Mrs. Lai ha N. Walker,P. O. Box 21. Arlington, okla.

NOT A PENNY UNLESS BENEFITED!
This offer will challenge tbe attention and consideration, and afterward the gratitude of every living person who desires better health or who

suffers pains, ills and diseases which have defied the medical world and grown worse with age. We care not for your skepticism, bat ask only yourinvestigation, and at our expense, regardless of what ills you have, by sending to us for a package. Address,

THEO. NOEL CO., National Dept., Vitee-Ore Bldg., Chicago.
"Wonder what the devil's become of our
train and soldiers?" For we didn't meet
them, as expected.
The Captain and Galleher were not go¬

ing to abandon me to my fate, however,
but decided that the only chance to save
me was to wait till I came up to them
and then have me to abandon iny mule,
mount behind one of them, and then we
could outrun the rebels, as they did not
seem to be following now at full speed,
like they had begun the chase.
By this time we had arrived at a place

where the road forked.a road branch¬
ing off to the north going to Tahlequah,
three miles away.and here we saw by
the trail that our train and escort had, by
mistake, taken the Tahlequah road. We
quickly turned into their trail, and feel¬
ing confident that our pursuers would
turn back when they saw the tracks of
our command, found it would not be
necessary to abandon my mule; and, as
we conjectured, the chase ended at the
forks of the road.
We soon overtook our outfit and told of

our little adventure, and some of the sol¬
diers proposed to go back with us and
chase the rebels awhile; but we con-
eluded this would not pay, and as the
train by this time was nearly to Tahle¬
quah, we continued on to that place, and
then followed the prairie road over to
Park Hill, three miles southwest, where
we eamped, the rebels having vamoosed.

In the chase they had given us I think
they could easily have overtaken me, or

compelled me to take to the brush;
but the road being somewhat crooked,
and in many places ^ having thickets of
bushes on each side, our pursuers prob¬
ably were reluctant to rush onto me, for
fear we uiitfht ambush them at some
sharp turn of tlte mad.

I would uot have taken up so much
space in relating this incident but for the
following sequel, which gives it something
more of interest:

Just after the close of the war I was
engaged in freighting with a four-mule
team of my own,' on the road between
Forts Scott and>*Gibson. and on one trip
loaded and traveled in company with a
man by the name of Jasper Wilkinson,
who had a four-horse team. My chance
partner was a very pleasant traveliug
companion, who had been a Captain of a
company of Arkansas bushwhackers in
the rebel army, and many an hour we
whiled away around our camp fires at
night telling each other our war exper¬
iences.

I was relating to him one night of this
chase the rebs gave us near Park Hill,
and had got as far as where the party,headed by a man riding a white horse,had started across the cornfield after us,when he suddenly interrupted me with,"Hold on, pard; let me tell the rest
of that story." And he went ahead and
described our party, and the chase; tell¬
ing, of my being mounted on a mule, and
dropping so far behind the others; andof .Utir follewtag us up to the Tahlequah

road and there finding from the trail that
we had overtaken a stronger party than
they cared to meet, they had abandoned
the chase, returned to Park Hill and
moved off southward before we got there.

Giving all the minute details as he
did proved to me that he was with the
party of rebels who chased us that day,
and pointing to a white horse, one of his
team, he added,
"And there's the white horse I was

riding that day.the same one I rode most
of the time during the war."
He stated that with a dozen of his

men he had gone to Park Hill to try to
rapture Andrew Nave (a relative of Chief
John Ross of the Cherokees), who was
staying at home and trying to play
neutral, and whom they strongly sus¬
pected of giving important information
to the Federals concerning the movements
and whereabouts of the rebels in that
part of the country.
They failed to catch Nave, but he was

killed at his home by some rebels a few
months later, but not by any of Wilkin¬
son's men.
Next day after we had talked over the

Park Hill chase, as Wilkinson and I were
passing Cabin Creek he met two men
who had been members of his old com¬
pany, and introduced me to them as "the
feller who was riding the slow mule that
we come near catching over at Park Ilill,
in the Fall of '03."

I shook hands with the old bush¬
whackers over the recollection of old
times, and assured them that I was much
happier to make their acquaintance npw
than I would have been then. A few
years ago Wilkinson was living on a farm
near Carthage, Mo., and may be there
still.

(To be continued.)
.

The Constancy of Birds.
(Sunset Magazine.)

The well-known reluctance of birds to
appear in public at the moulting season,
lends a humorous side to the situation.
Individuals which in other days are fear¬
less and confiding, even inviting acquaint¬
ance, now scamper to cover as if urged
by sense of common decorum. A pair of
song sparrows escape from my observation
as fast as their legs can carry them, with
that peculiar sidewise trot of theirs, as
if conscious of possible arrest by the po¬
lice if caught attired in scanty garments.
I respect these sparrows and towhees by
reason of their conjugal fealty, not one of
them having appeared in the divorce
courts of California. They mate for life,
and remain constant through thick and
thin of vesture, through the better and
the worse of the year's changes. So far
as 1 know neither leaves the other to look
after household affairs alone. Neither'
takes a pleasure trip to the shore or the
mountains or back east; no, nor does
either frequent the social clubs of such
gregarious birds as the waxwings and the
robins and tha mountain blues.

'Ci *~-r

Swordfi8h Kills Two Whales.
(San Pedro correspondence Los Angeles

Times.)
Capt. Swenson, of the power launch

Leone, which arrived last night from San
Nicolas Island, reports a desperate bat¬
tle between a swordfish and two -whales
which occurred day before yesterday off
that island and resulted in the death of
both the whales, the bodies being later
washed ashore by the tides and secured
by Swenson.
When first seen by Swenson the battle

was at its height and the monsters of the
deep were lashing the waves into fury in
their des{»era£e conflict, the huge bodies
of the whales rising many feet out of the
water in their attempt to inflict damage
to their enemy. The swordfish, which was
an exceptionally large specimen, had the
fight all its own way, and succeeded in
killing both its adversaries.
The larger of the whales is about 70

feet in length and 20 feet in diameter,
while the smaller is 55 feet in length and
15 feet in diameter. The sword of the
swordfish had entirely penetrated the bodyof the larger whale, and there were num¬
erous jabs in the bodies of both. The
bodies were washed upon the beach, and
('apt. Swenson made an ineffectual attempt
to pull the small specimen off the beach
and tow it to San Pedro, but the weight
was too much for his engines, lie there¬
upon covered the bodies with sand and
will make an attempt to bring them over,
using a larger t>oat.

Boundry Marked by Aluminum Bionze Posts.
(Sitka Alaskan.)

Aluminum bronze posts, about two and
one-half feet in height, especially manu¬
factured for the purpose, and set at half-
mile interval^, are to mark the Interna¬
tional boundary line between Alaska and
the British possessions, as determined by
the Ijoudon award.

Plans for surveying and marking the
line are now being made and the engineers
who are to do the work are assembling.

Three parties will be put into the field,
each composed of an equal number of Ca¬
nadians and Americans. Each party will
consist of about 10 men in charge of a sur¬
veyor. Two of the parties will work on
the valley of the Ohiikat River, while the
other party will go up the valley of the
Stikine River and come to establish the
boundary there. It is expected that the
first party will sail from Vancouver on
the Princess May this month.

His Way.
- I don't set down,

En fol* my han*s,
Watin' fer de music
Of de good-time ban's;

But I rise up airly
Wen de black night go.

En I light in de furrer.
En I hoes taj row.

Bos'n Mutt Go.
(Pall Mall Gazette.)

Among the changes now on the carpetis the abolition of the boatswain. So far
as one can gather the idea is to make all
boatswains of less than 15 years seni¬
ority qualify as gunners, and let this rank
gradually die out, as that of the old navi¬
gating officers has done. These alterations
will remove one of the oldest warrant
ranks in the navy. The "Batsuen," as the
boatswain was originally called, was in the
earlier days- a much more important indi¬
vidual than he is to-day.in fact, lie seems
to have ranked almost as high as the sail¬ing master of the s'lip. llopes ami sailsand masts and yards were always his spe¬cialty, and the disappearance of these fromthe fleet seems likely to be followed by his
own. Not that there is any lack of workfor him to do. Even in the modern iron¬clad the boatswain has important duties toperform, but the authorities seem to think
that the duties may just as well be dis¬
charged by the gunners, who are now outhe top line in everything, so much im¬
portance is there attached to the branehfor which they specially qualify.

What Old Men Have Done.
Doctor Johnson wrote his famous"Lives of the I'octs" at 78. Galileo was70 when he wrote on the "Laws of Mo¬tion.*' Bismarck ruled Germany at 75.Gen. Grant was unknown at 4"J. In theactive* affairs of the world, it is not a

question of How Old Are You7 but WhatCan You Do? It is.true, "A mau at 50
is too old to rnn up and down on the icy
top of a freight car in Winterbut as
a man with an active, productive brain,he should be at his best. If he has profitedby his opportunities, he should l»e even
better off and^more useful at <»0 thau at

A Thread-and-Needle Tree.
(Mexican Herald.)

The wonders of botany are apparently
inexhaustible. One of the most remar¬
kable specimens is the Mexicau maguey
tree, which furnishes a needle and thread
all ready for use.

At the tip of each dark green leaf is ft
slender thorn needle that must be care¬
fully drawn from its sheath; at the same
time it siowly unwinds the thread, a
strong, smooth fiber attached to the needle
and capable of being drawn out to a greatlength.

Rum aad Mosketoes.
"Good Heavens, Washington, how does

George am so intoxified he don't give a
cuss for the skeeters, aud in de morning
de skeeters am ao Intoxified, they' don't |tft "

y

50.

a cuss for Mars George."


